Inside, on the platform festooned with red, white and blue bunting, the brass band was deafening and shrill; the press of bodies frightened her, the clomp and scuffle of leather soles on the wooden flooring shook the platform until she thought it would collapse and they would all spill onto the tracks.
She wanted to cover her ears but her father laid his reassuring hand on the crown of her head and she knew nothing would happen to harm them.
When the train huffed into the station, the crowd let out cheers and huzzuhs. A woman nearby shrieked and swooned. Phyllis's daddy took her hand and they squeezed through the crush to the edge of the platform, until they were close enough to the train that Phyllis could feel the steam condensing on her face.
Roosevelt was a surprisingly small man for someone her father despised with such vehemence; she thought he would be massive, but he was gaunt and spoke haltingly to the crowd in a nasal voice.
"Socialist," her father said under his breath, so softly Phyllis imagined he didn't speak at all but that the word had formed on its own in her mind. 
